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To the HonotftanLYe 
1 he Lady Juliana PENN, 


| May it pleaſe your ladyſbip, 


PANEGYRIC, the uul and chief i ent 
in dedicatory addreſſes, is nice 
delicate a texture, that by ſayi 
much, it forſeits all that eſteem it lays 

and when faulty in either of theſe extremes, raiſes 
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in the ſmiles and innocence, of your beautiſul en- 
creaſing family, than amidf the glaring pomps and 
joyleſs magnificence of an imperial palace. 
Though it is no part of, or addition to your per- 
ſonal merits, yet the late noble and dona- 


tion of the counteſs of Pomfret, to the univerſity 


in a Roman 
1 the rivals of 


engaging, without perfumes, 
; and your beſt endeavours will 
be 
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—— — who have lived and died 
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HE * ſolemn, ſerious trifles of the day 
Which folly plans, or vanity admires, 
Pleaſing no more, as now the ſun retires —_ * 
Prone to his ſea-green couch, the Hquid fall | 
Of cooling dews, ite my foul t taſte 
Beneath an ſhade, the heart-felt-jo 


+ Www 


« * 
5 - 


Of a calm eve, dat ej dd * 

The an aces blind an eh ke ar. 4 

In this receſs, rare rnd 4 A i 

Each raptur'd ſenſe, a ſaſt, the? difftzent joy, | 2 10 4 

The elm and lime uniting o'er my head P 4 

1 4 
# | -* e + 3 
# Paget. "26 i 


—S 
— 


. 
, # % 
PIO | 
PEPE 
E 


A * 


. . 


2 NIGHT. Book I. 


Which quite extinguiſh'd every ſultry beam 
The fun had pour d on before he veil'd 
His orb in darkneſs --- my feet 
Was ſpread a carpet, wove in nature's loom, 
Of ſofteſt velvet; moſſy beds with flowers 
Embroider'd, pave the ſcented green alcove, 
Where boughs of jes'mine, with the ivy twine 
Their amorous arms around each ſpreading tree, 
Fond of the kind embrace ; while all the air 
Is ſweetned with the odours which they breathe. 


To chear the wondering eye, a verdant arch 
Cut thro? the branches of an opening grove 
Preſents the proſpect of the bending sky, 
Glittering with fainter light, and ebbing day: 
Joyous and grateful here, the feather'd choir, 
In tributes of ſoft harmony preſent 
Their thanks to heav'n, for every joy they feel, 
Fer yet they ſooth themſelves to reſt with ſongs. 
' While from ſome diſtant dome, a chearful horn 
Breathes its melodious accents, ſofter made 
By their long paſlage, to compleat the joy 
Of the ſtill eve, and concert of the grove. 


Can image to wy thought, my boſom firs! 


Than the arch'd bow'r, green ficld, or e' ning ſhade 


Bock 1. NIGHT. 3 


Be then ye vales a while your ſweets unſung- 
Thy notes, oh Philomel! unheard — a theme 
That blots each ſoft idea from that breaſt, 
Your odours and your muſic lately charm'd ; 
Now lifts me from the earth, above the skies 
To feaſt on raptures, which the eye and ear 
Neꝰer lend to man — Say, whence the tranſport ſprings ! 
From William's arm, from fam'd Culloden's field ; 
When the young hero, warm'd with pious rage 
Deep dy'd his ſword in curſt rebellion's gore; 
And laviſh of his royal blood, ſecur d 
To Britain, freedom, — to a fire, his crown ! 
Whate'er I now poſſeſs ; what bleſſings ſhare 
The gifts of heav n, to ſenſe or reaſon dear, 
"Tis to his toils and gen'rous love I owe 
Each bliſs, the ſmiling morn or dewy eve 
Pour from their lap, the eye or heart to chear ! 
That unmolefted thro? the ſilent vale 
Of life I rove, not injur'd nor diſinay'd 
Or by the ruffian's frown, or traitor's rage; 
And in this bleſt and calm retirement ſhare, 
Each folid joy, which contemplation yields. 
Had dire Rebellion wav d her enfigns o'er 
This trembling iſle, uncheck'd by William's arm, 
Here in this balmy ſhade, this awful gloom, 
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4 NIGHT. Book I. 


Reflection home to meditate, and dwell 

On life's ſwift fleeting courſe,) I might have bled 
By the keen dagger levelld at my heart 
By ſome afſaſlin's rage, if uncontrolld 
His bloody flag had rag d and ſentter d war 
And deſolation round, where'er it wav d- 
Some covert then, or rock's impending gloom, 
Far from theſe fraprant ſeats and calm repoſe, 
Had hid me from the victor's angry frown ; 
And baniſh'd from theſe bow'rs, my foul had thus 
Breath'd out her anguiſh — * Ye bleſt ſhades adieu, 
To ſooth no more my faltry ſteps each eve; 
Farewell ye lov'd retreats, ye pleaſing toils, 
Ye ſoft amuſements of my rural hours ! 
Who now ſhall teach the mantling vine to claſp 
The wedded eim; who guide the woodbind's bough 
With yon green limes, to arch into a ſhade ; 

Whoſe band ſhall rear the drooping flow'r, to meet 
The ſun's warm ray, und fip the dew of morn ? 

| Who teach the young eſpalier how to bend 
Into a canopy, who guide the filver rill 

To the parch'd fibres of the with'ring roſe ; 

Had treaſon not been forc'd to ſheath the blade 


Page 3. 


Her fury brandiſh'd o'er theſe realms of peace, 

For the ſoft muſic of the wood and vale, 

The trumpet ſound, and thunder of the war 

Had pierc'd each ear, and chill'd each drooping heart. 
The eye now pleas d with nature's beauteous ſcenes, 
Inſtead of theſe had only view'd the wrecks 

Of ruin -= cities girt and compaſs'd round 

With pejar'd woege, and whelm'd in fmoke ang fames 3 
The fruitful field with deſolation cloath'd, 

And the dire view of garments roll'd in blood t 

The virgins ſigh anheard, the ruffian's ſteel 

Drench'd in a father's or a brother's gore. 

Inſtead of chearful * peace, with olive crown d 
Sheltring our bleſt abodes ; or her, who holds 

Th' impartial ſcale of juſtice in her hand, 

Her brandiſh'd fword fell tyranny had wav'd, 

And ſlav'ry o'er the realm had clank'd her chain. 

In vain the grape had redden d to the ſun, 
Open'd her purple cluſters, and in vain 
Pour'd out her gen rous juices, to make glad 
The heart of man, or chear the mourner's brow ! 
If like a harpy, hov'ring o'er the bowl, 

Fell tyranny had ſtood and fnatch'd the draught 
From the parch'd lip of induſtry and care 
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3 NIGHT. 


See now the fun, declining to make way 
For night's approach, has ting'd the weſtern clouds, 
And skirted round each vapour's edge with gold; 
In darkneſs now he ſhrouds his vaniſh'd beams, 

And night aſcending mounts her fable throne ! 
How chang'd, how gloomy, ev'ry ſcene that glow'd 
So late with beauties — earthly ſcenes divine ! 
Faint and more faint the fick*ning ſplendors die, 
That ftreak'd yon skies; a louring ſadneſs hides 
Each flow'r's expiring luſtre ; while the gold, 
That edg'd the gay carnation, flames no more ; 
Each object wearing one fad mournful hae. 
Such would the aſpect ſeem of all the ſcenes 

If Britain, doom'd to arbitrary ſway, 

E'er bends her humble knee to lawlefs pow'r. 


Book I. 


While + muſing Tonely thus, the lamp of day 
Shoots headlong in the weſtern wave, to cool 
His fiery chariot —- ſee the ſhade extends, 
And lengthens as he finks ; his ample orb 
Juſt hanging o'er the ocean's verge, now ſhews 
His face more ample. Thus each mercy lent 
| By heav'n ty man, while preſent and enjoy d, 


K lightly valued ; but more highly priz d 
Page 35. + Page 6. 
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Book I. N IG H T. 


The moment it is loſt --- ſee now he finks 
Beneath the dusky world, yet ſtill bequeaths, 

To chear the earth, ſome faintly ſtreams of light, 
Fleeting and ſhort, like other joys of man; 
Now his rays tremble weakly thro' the air --- 
The moment I am gazing, they expire ! 

Ev'n twilight now retires, and leaves the world 
To the dark empire of its ſiſter night. 


What has one moment done? how ſudden lowr'd 
The beauteous face of nature ; ev'ry tree, 
Each flow'r that lately open'd to the morn 
Its * bloom and luſtre, ſhine no more to cheat 
The eye of man; each animal now joins 
With objects all inanimate, to moan 
The fun quite loſt ; whatever fweet, or fair, 

Or pleaſing o'er the face of nature ſmil'd, 

Now wears a ſullen gloom ; ſportive no more 
Along the verdant lawns the lambkins play ; 

Or frisk in gameſome rings — the ſhepherd tir'd, 
Impoſes filence on his rural reed ; 
And fooths with mellow notes the vale no more. 
No tuneful ſound is heard, no muſic breathes, 
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8 NIGHT. Book I. 


Along the night, to wooe her liſt ning mate, 
That ſits and hears with joy her mournful ſong. 


Should man be vain at this dread midnight hour 
When ſilence reigns, the heav 'n and earth would join 
To chide his levity — this awful gloom 
Should lift his ſoul on contemplation's wing, 

Sedate and ſolemn as the clofing day ; 

Howe'er his ſocial hours each eve are chear'd 

Wich harmlefs pleafures, let each night array'd 

In her dark fable habit toll the bell 
Say, can the foul, which hovers o'er the tomb 
Each dreadful moment, chaſe a part more wiſe, 
Than, ftealing from the giddy crowd each eve, 
From the gay round of folly, to reflect 
nr 

How ſoon eternity begins, how vaſt 

The debt ſhe has to cancel, cer her peace - 

Is ſign'd in heav'n, ———— 
Her guilt how weighty — and how weak her pow'r ? 


feels its balmy pow'r, 
vigour to the enfeebled ſteer, 
. ; the fragrant air 

Now 


Book T. NIGHT. 


Now cheriſh'd with its ſoft and genial dews, 
Receives new force, exerts a ſtronger pow'r 
To animate the beauteous births that cloath 
The tree, the garden, and the vernal field ; 
T” expand the lilly, and unfold the roſe ! 
This nature's great alembick, which diſtils 
[ts fov'reign cordial ; the refreſhing ſhow'r 
Now wakes to life the vegetable world, 
With the rich moiſture pouring from its urn ! 


Did the fun always dart its fieric ray 
Jo parch the glebe, its ſultry beams would dry, 
Or diſſipate, &er yet compact, the dews 
That fall each cooling eve, before they form 
The filver drops that hang on ev'ry ſpray. 
Lach wind, the gentleſt breath that fans the air, 
Would diſunite the vapours, and the ray 
Inceſſant, into exhalations turn 
But cheriſh'd by the ſtillneſs of the night, 
Condenſing by its coolneſs, they compoſe 
That temper'd rich hamidity, which chears 
The earth, as ſleep exhilarates the foul ! 


Such are thy charms, oh * ſolitude divine l 
The world a troubled fea ; and who can build 


B 


10 NIGH T. Book 1. 


A fable purpoſe on the rolling wave 


The world a ſchool of wrong, and who that reads 


Its fatal lectures, does not feel his ſoul 
Warp'd by its influence? on this glaſſie main 
From virtue, and each purpoſe of the heart, 
Prompting to pious acts — ſome ſacred truth 


In lively characters, is here obſcur'd, 

Perhaps defac'd for ever ! while we tread 
This dangerous ſcene, ſome noble purpoſe wrought 
y heav'n, within our breaſt, by folly's charm 
Is damp'd, is ſhaken, and at laſt o'erthrown. 
Some vanity, which oft with ſacred vows 

We ſolemnly renounc'd, again enſlaves 

The heart, and binds it faſter in its chains. 
Say beauty l does thy ſweetneſs want a pow'r 
To touch the ſoul, and wake the warm deſire? 
How often has the tongue of flatt rx dropt 
Its luſcious poifon in our liſt ning ear, 

And fwell'd us into pride? how oft a look 
Of diſreſpect, a guſt of paſſion rais'd 
Within our boſom ? ah how ſoon betray'd 
Our virtue ! of ſo delicate a thread 


Our innocence is woven, that it breaks 


Or withers in the crowd, that taints its bloom. 
We cannot touch the world, without a ſtain! 
2 


We 


be 


Book I. NIGHT. 11 


We ſee, we hear with danger ! ev'ry ſcene 
From life to death, from childhood to a tomb, 
Except theſe ſhades, alluring us to ill. 


Here * peace and ſafety dwell, no buſy cares, 
Nor bold intruding follies ere moleſt 
Theſe glooms, frequented only by the wiſe. 
Here filence holds the door againſt the tongue 
Of biting ſlander ; and the nauſeous tales 
That madneſs utters o'er the midnight bowl ; 
Hence the vain ſwarm of images are chas d, 
The giddy phantoms that beſet us round 
Amidſt life's gugaw vanities, which drive 
Nurſt only in theſe guiltleſs ſolemn ſhades. 


Say, can my heart a wiſh more ardent pour 
To heav'n, than penſive in theſe glades alone 
To drop each thought of earth my foul untaught 
To muſe on any ſcene beneath the sky; 

Than, when the hand divine lets fall the veil 

Of night, which ſhuts the world from mortal's view, 
To learn that facred ſcience, only taught 

In wiſdom's ſchool, my ſelf to ſearch and know. 
Here undiſturb'd and free, the ſoul at caſe, 
May rally all her diſſipated powers; 
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12 NIGHT. Book I. 


Virtue, long exil'd from the foul, regain 
Heav'n gives the mind to blot out all her ſtains, 
The fell contagion which example ſpreads 
Where'er it breaths its poiſon ; in this calm 
Retirement, let me ſtrive to cruſh the foe, 

The rebel in my heart; tho” not to gain 


A crown, a conqueſt priz'd beyond a crown, 

A victory o'er my felf Throng then, ye poor 
Ambitious ſlaves, the levees of the great, 

To awful grandeur bend the trembling knee; 
To ſolitude my viſits ſhall be paid, 

Each ſolemn eve, which warms the raptur'd foul 
With extacies more ſweet than the gay ſcencs 
The buſkin'd theatre preſents to view; 


Than all the pageant honours which a throne, 


The gawdy titles which a crown beftows. 
CalPd I this * ſolitude ? am I alone? 
Ah check the impious thought! tho? fever'd far 
From the world's eye, and earth's tumultuous joys, 
Tread I alone this cool ſequeſter d ſhade ? 
Millions of flaming ſpirits walk their round 
Unſcen, both when we fleep, aud when we wake ! 
Perhaps this hour patrolling throꝰ the gloom 
They watch my nightly walk — and join their voice 
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Book I. NIGH T. 12 


With mine, to fing the great Creator's praiſe ! 
Their golden wings perhaps they now * expand 
To ſhield me from the terrors of the ſhade ; 
From the blue peſtilence that flies by day, 

Or the keen ſhaft, by night that wings its ſpeed ! 
Theſe heavenly guards, who joy in human joy, 
The convert hail, by penitence redeem'd, 

From death to life ! and with a pious care 
Support the good man's ſteps ; to this receſs 
May follow us, unmark'd, may be our guides 
Each ſolitary moment, while we muſe 

Obſerv'd by none, but heav'n's all-piercing eye, 
Beneath the roof of this cool nightly ſhade. 


What ſolemn thoughts do theſe dark ſcenes inſpire; 
What reverential awe ſubdues the ſoul, 
And wakes it into wonder, while it views 
It ſelf the care of Gods; by night, by day 
Heaven's flaming minifters, the guards of man. 
With the fame trembling fteps, I tread the gloom, 
As when beneath the venerable roof, 
Or nigh ſome hallow'd temple's ſacred ſhrine 
I move, and own within the Godhead thron'd. 
Be aw'd my heart! to theſe ſtill cool abodes, 
Bring nought but chaſte affections, pure deſires, 
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14 NIGHT. Bock 1. 


Pride humbled, ev'ry ruffling paſſion calm'd. 

Let fancy paint, and image to the mind 

No vain or looſe ideas, to eftrange 

The foul from virtue --- breathe no wiſh, my ſoul, 
But what an angel, or a God may hear. 


"Tis “ poſſible I now am compaſs'd round 
With witneſſes inviſible, who read 
Each thought my heart is forming, and attend 
The ſtilleſt whiſpers which my foul can breathe. 
Be this a doubt, be angels far or nigh ; 
Heaven's God is preſent, and is always near. 
That dreadful pow'r who built the heav'ns, who ſtrew'd 
The firmament with ſtars ; who whirls each day 
Ten thouſand worlds along the flaming ſky ; 
To whom, with faces veil'd, the cherubs bow, 
And tremble, as they near approach his throne ; 
That God ſurrounds, ſupports, pervades me - gives 
That life I now enjoy; in whoſe kind ſmile 
I live, by whoſe tremendous frown I die ! | 


The world's wide circuit, all the heav'ns ſurround, 
Beneath their canopy ; the broad expanſe 
Of nature, ſtretch'd from earth to meet the ſky, 
All this, the temple, fair, auguſt, ſublime, 
Built by the hand divine, a ſeat to hold 
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The Godhead thron'd — yet in theſe ſilent ſhades 
Shut from the view of ev'ry human eye, 

I ſtand before his majeſty reveal'd 

And viſible, oft as my vows I pour, 

At his dread ſhrines, or at his altars bend. 
Where'er I worſhip then, whene'er I kneel, 

Oh, pay, my ſoul, that homage which is due, 
To him who built theſe worlds, and built for thee 3 
In ev'ry ſtage of life from youth to age, 

Feel no ambition, only how to pleaſe, 

No happineſs, but to enjoy his ſmile. 


How raptur'd and ſublime the Hebrews ſtrain, 
Teaching the heart to tremble, at that eye 
Which looks all nature through ; and at one view, 
Piercing the earth, the ſea, th* unbounded ſkies, 
Can penetrate alike, both light and ſhade ! 
Attend the ſolemn ſong — with dread attend! 

« Whither, my ſoul, when fearful to * behold 
The Deity enrag'd, canſt thou repair? 
Where hide thee, that his eye may not purſue! - 
If with the light ning's haſte, or tempeſt's ſpeed, 
I chuſe the morning's wing, and climb the high 
Sublime of heav'n, there cloth'd in pureſt light 
The Godhead fits enthron'd — or ſhould my fear 
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Tranſport me to earth's centre, deep below; 
There, in the dreary depths of hell is rear d 

His dark pavilion, awful in the ſhades ; 

If to the eaſtern climes I rove, where firſt 

The roſie morn awakes, or to the weſt 

Fly fwifter, than oh fun, thy ſwifteſt ray; 

No climes, no heights above, or depths beneath, 
The air, the ſky, the deep abyſs, that holds 
The bounded ocean, all too thin to ſcreen 

Thy footſteps from his eye, who with a glance 
Cuts thro? ten thouſand worlds yet try onee more, 
If on the wings of thought thou canſt convey : 
Thy ſelf, beyond creation's utmoſt bounds ; 

To ſpaces which the ſan has never view'd ; 

Here circled with immenfity divine, 

Or clos'd witlin the hollow of his hand 
NARS” 


Pleaſing, yet dreadful truths ! let ev'ry line 
You dictate, be clofe woven in my heart; 

Till faith, and my exiſtence ſeem but one. 

While gently gliding down the ſtream of life, 
(My ftudy only wiſdom's ſacred page,) 

I learn the heav*nly ſcience to diſdain 

The frantick world's amuſements, cuſtom's toys. 
Teaching each thought to dread that awful pow'r, 
Hid, and inviſible to mortal light ; 


By faith, and reaſon's eye, how clearly ſeen. 


NIGH T. Book I. 


Thoſe 


Book I. NIGHT. 17 


Thoſe are the happy few, and bleſt alone 
Who live convinc'd of heav'n's omniſcient po- r, 
And taſte the joy of its endearing ſmile ! TS 
If dangers threaten, or if ills ſurround, Toh 
See the kind parent near, to huſh their cares ; l 
And o'er their head to throw the guardian ſhield. 


In ſolitude each day, without a friend; 

When preſent and converſing with a God, 

"The nobleſt fellowſhip — who chears each thought, 
Wren open'd to the foul in all his pow'r ; 

In mercy ſhining, or with vengeance arm'd. 

Say, does man figh, when chuſing to retire 

From the world's ſerious follies, from each ſcene 

Of buſy life; which while it pleaſes, tires. 

Oh rather bleſs the change, from vain to wiſe ! 

Here, in theſe guiltleſs ſhades to muſe alone 

On nature's God, the raptur'd ſoul inſpires 
With pureſt joys — chaſte, noble, and divine; 
While proftrate on our bending knees, we breathe 
Our vows in ſecret to that liſt ning pow'r, | 
Who in the ſtilleſt whiſper reads the ſoul. 


What tranſport does that pious boſom feel, 
Which ſpreads its various woes before the throne, 
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Tb induſgenteye of heav'n ? which pours its tears 
To footh the fad, the wounded heart to heal. 
When ſafe beneath the cov'ring of his wing, 

We drop all haman friendſhips, in exchange 

For joys more fweet, for pleaſures more divine; 
Poſſefs'd of theſe, we touch the gates of heav'n, 
And almoſt taſte its bliſs before we die | 


A“ filence how profound now wraps the world! 
Each breach is noiſe ; the gently-ſiding wheel 
That moves the watch's hour, diſtinctiy heard ! 
Each whiſper is a ſound — the din no more 
Perceiv'd, which from each ftreet the city pour d. 
His rural reed now huſh'd, the ſhepherd leaves 
Untun d and filent, at the midnight hour 
Nor from the ſpray or grove the muſic heard 
Breath'd from the nightingale's fmooth plaintive tale. 
All nature calm'd to reſt, each lip is ſeaP'd ; 

Or motion ſtirs the leaf, or ſleeping bough ; 
Eccho herſelf without a voice ; the ear 
Expanded, tries in vain to catch a found, 

And hears no more, than what the liquid fall 
Of murm'ring rills  pebbled beds conveys! 
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In this deep filence, at this folemn hour, 
That drops a curtain o'er the eye of day, 
Should the laſt trump the ſleeping world alarm, 
(Loud rival to the thunders of the ſæy) 
How dread the blaſt ! how awful were the ſound, 
Swell'd by the breath of angels, to amaze 
Man's heart, the moment that it rends the air. 


Say then, my ſoul ! can thy weak feeble pow'rs, 
Suſtain the ſhock, when burſting thunders roll 
Thro earth, thro* heav'n, thro' ſeas and flaming ſxies ? 
When light nings dart their fires, and as they blaze, 
The ftartled dead awake, the living die! 
When fick*ning * nature drops a tear, and all 
The jumbling elements, diſtinct no more, 
Mix in one gen ral maſs ! — Tremendous ſcene ! 
That ſtuns each ſenſe; 1 — 
Shaking the heart of man; prepare to meet 
Thy God, my foul ! be humbled in the duſt 
Each day before him — if the righteous + few 
Are hardly fav'd, where ſhall the finner fly 
In that dread hour, at that alarming call, 
That opes the grave, unbars the gates of death, 
Rouzing the mould'ring tenants of the tomb, 
Who long have flept in undiſturb'd repoſe, 
Up from their marble manſions ! Shall the found 
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Pour'd from the angels trump, not pierce the car, 
Nor thro? the ear dart terror to the heart ; | 
Which ing from the vaults of heav'n, ſhall ſhake 
The pillars of the rended earth, and reach 

The deep receſſes of hell's gulf below ? 

How will the crowd, 'devote to wrath divine, 
Bear th' alarming ſummons to a bar 

More dreadful --- Thou my heart attend 

With thoſe kind mercies which a bleeding God, 

A victim Saviour courts thee to enjoy! 

When thou can'ſ call a Deity thy friend, 

The midnight cry ſhall all its terrors loſe ; 

And the laſt tramp be muſic to thy ear ! 

Welcome and ſweet to thy reviving clay, 

As freedom on the fetter'd ſlave beſtow'd : 

This the great import of the ſolemn found —- 

Ye tenants of the duſt, _ 


How fill the world * in this read filent hour! 
The pulſe of nature ſeems to beat no more 
Night dropping her brown curtain from the cloud, 


Like a ftrong opiate cloſes ev'ry eye, 
And from its toil each wearied arm relieves. 


Action and life but now, in various cares 
Themſelves exerted ; ev'ry crowded ſtreet 
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Swarm'd with a buzzing crowd, the country round 
A ſcene of ſweat and duſt, the ſever d air 
Cut by the fleeting wing of birds and bees ; 


Pale Care fat poring o'er her midnight lamp, 


Projecting ſchemes ; while Induſtry awake 
Dip'd her broad oar, or plyd her buſie loom 
But ſee, how chang'd the ſcene, the ruftic's voice 
In the deep furrow'd fields, is heard no more : 
The fteer quite languid, with the ſetting ſun, 
Preſſes his graſſy couch; the winged choir 

For ſleep repairing to their neſts of down ! 

A face of deep and dead repoſe has ſeiz'd 

The univerſe ; while wearied winds forget 

To ſtir the grove, and gently moving gales 
Have fann'd themſelves to reſt ; the quiv'ring leaf 
Of the ſtill filver aſpin, waves no more ! 


Juſt ſuch ſhall be the awful ſcene, but far 

More awful and momentous, when the * ſhades 

Of that long ev ning, which ſo cloſe purſues 
Death's waſting footſteps, ſhall their cov'ring ſpread 
Oer a devoted world This day, this hour, 
Proftrate thyſelf before heav'ns golden throne, 
While mercy has an ear ; the ſhrouded dead 
When mix'd with duſt, and coffin'd in their urn, 
Forbid to ſend a figh, or pour a groan 
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Up to the gate of heav'n, which death has clos d 
And barr'd for ever: the dark filent tomb 

Ne'er breathes a forrow, never drops a tear ; 
Shed only from the finner's waking eye. 

When the dark curtain falls, that ſhuts the ſcenes 
Of the world's theatre, the play is o'er ; 

No ſecond ſtage allow'd to act again 
The comic farce of life — the ſentence then 
Pronounc'd — Ye pious, ever pious live ! 
Ye guilty, with your guilt, be ever ſtain'd. 


If ſo, my * ſoul, ah catch the flying hour ! 
The only moment lent thee to ſecure 
The bliſs of heav n, thy virtue's ſure reward. 
Each ſand that drops from thy ftill ebbing glaſs 
Is loſt for ever — And ſhall want of thought, 
Or pleaſure's ſmile, ſtill lull thee on the down 
Of vain ſecurity ? Start then my foul, 
Rouze from thy ſleeping trance, life's waking dream 
Improve the ſeed- time of the preſent hour, 
To reap the harveſt in the fields of light, 
Blooming and freſh for ever ; think in time 
This day, this preſent moment loft, may loſe 
Eternity, and bar the doors of heaven 
_ Againſt another ſigh, or future pray'r ! 
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How quick the day is vaniſh'd ! ah how near 
Its haſty ſetting to its early dawn ? 
Inſenfibly its moments ſlide away, 

Silent and unperceiv'd ; where'er we roam, 
Howe'er employ'd, when waking and in dream, 
Time wings its rapid courſe, purſues its flight, 
Thro day, thro' darkneſs -—- Tho? man's heedleſs eye 
Marks not its firey progrefs, yet the ſun 

That meaſures out our life, ſtill rolls along, 

And in its ſwift career and ceaſeleſs round, 

Whirls all our weeks and months, and years away; 
Writes ev'ry hour in the records above, 
That guilt has ever loſt, or virtue claim'd ; 
Dread witneſſes, that quit, or elſe accuſe ; 


Conſign us to a dungeon or a throne ; 
A paradiſe of blifs, or lake of fire ! 


Shall man complain of time's ſlow tardy wing, 
Or weep, his pinions can no faſter fly ; 

Try ev'ry art O accelerate its ſpeed, 
And drive its torrent faſter on ? 
Tho? the ſwift bark, moves flower than the day 
(A tempeft in its fails) along the main; 
Scarce equall'd by the eagle's rapid flight 
That leaves the blaſt behind, whene'er he cleaves 
The cloud, and darts upon his trembling prey ! 
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Time now is fled . loſt all its fleeting hours! 

How ſhort a ſtay the fugitive has made? ? 

Juſt like ſome modiſh courtly dame, who pays 

Her viſit, takes her ſeat — then bids adieu. 

Behold, thro? fancy's mirrour, what a ſcene 

The phantom opens, ample, wide, and fair, 

Each golden minute, bearing as it flies 

Imaginary raptures on its wing ; 

Flattring my fond deluded heart with dreams 

Of laſting pleaſure --- but alas, how ſoon 

This fairy Eden to a waſte is turn'd ? 

The diftant landſcape, ſpacious, ample, green, 

Which ſportiũg fancy drew, weigh'd in the ſcale 

Of cool experience, ſhrinks and dies away. 

Such to the maſt-man's eye, his bark with ſcas 

And ſkies ſurrounded, ſeems Britannia's ſhore ; 

Her cliffs now ſink, now leſſen, now are loſt, 

As from the rounded top on which he ftands 

He throws a laſt ſad look, and bids adieu, 

To her lov'd iſland, now an iſle no more, 

While mingling both, as farther he retires 

The cloud and land are one --- how clearly now 

Do I diſcern the cheat of earthly joys 

Deluſive phantoms ! vaniſh'd, cer enjoy'd ; 


Say, what is Pleaſure ! Folly's eldeſt child; 
Begot by Error, nurſt by Phrenzy's drean, 
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Like the den benz dating on the wave, 
That floats on faney's ſurface for a while 
Shining, tho empty . reaſon breaks it quite, 

One ſerious thought diſſolves its glittring round, 
And turns it into nothing -— let the mind 

By ſage conviction taught, at laſt believe 
Nothing, the ſun beholds in all his round, 
Abiding here, or durable, or firong, 

(Our fortreſs only duſt, our rock but ſand) | 

Till mounting up yon heav'ns from out the tomb 
Eternity our ftable bliſs ſecures: -- - 

The cable of man- liſe a twiſt of air, - 
One breath diſſolves, or thread by thread unwſfes 
The feeble texture at a truth ſo rude 1 
And fo utcourtly, + +/ wap. 
While ripe for death, ai b e 
The hoary (e) Age in ſadneſs thus complains — 


« Twice forty winters, evil all, have roll'd 


Oer this declining head; theſe cheeks have plow'd | ** 


5 With furrows — whiten'd ev'ry hair with ſhow ; ? 
No night unpain'd; no day without a tear! 

« A life ſtretch'd out to ſuch a period, ſeems 

* How long and large to youth's unheeding thought, 
E * 


OY 


1 « To 


A vain youth, each eve and morn 

. 1 experienc d age has told ; 

« $5 preſcrib'd, and vouch'd by reaſon too 3 

ing, a5 convinc'd will frame, 

When 162% foie bing Gmds np demons 
&er its ſhuttle, yet has paſi d the Tom, 

Oft aſk thy heart, how weighty is the charge 

That heav'n aſſigns, the maments yet how few, 

Lent, to compleat the duties it commands ! | 

Haſt thow ne%er meta the piows fen. who choſe 

To np their Maker's image on the foul, 

Full beam'd with her uly deanties, zeal and love 

And purity divine? Oh frrive to rite 

The fair example deeply on thy heart, 

Without an hour's delay — the fleeting fand 

That fll'd thy glaſs, is half already falln ; 

And the ſmall pittance left, in att to fall. 


Tell 


- - 
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Tell then thy foul, cer yet it wings its flight, 
What dread events are on one moment hung ; 
The preſent hour that flies may be her laſt ; 
Bear her to bliſs, or to a ſea of fire; 
Circle with glory, or a wreath of flame: 

The ſcale tho even now, one virtue mote, 
Or vice, may lift to heav'n, or fink to hell. 
Suppoſe thy cunning, to evade a whale . 
Death's ſtroke, had made a cov'nant with the grave, 
To ſtretch life's period to a patriarch's age, 
How ſhort would ſeem that lengthen'd ſpan, how ſoon 
The wax would melt, and mould ring leaſe expire ? 
Extendythe time of life, yet farther fall, 

Have thou and: nature but one common doom; 
Survive to hear the groan the world ſhall pour 

When all its tenants in one gen ral blaze 
Shall mix confus d, and figh to heav'n in vain ! 
That hour, already near, is fix'd above — 

See the dread ſcroll uplifted to the fy ! 

The great ſhews the warrant fign'd 
By heaven's own hand — that time is vow no more { 
Try then, vajn man, to ftill the mighty ſound, 

To reſpite the world's fate, and nature's doom; 
An empire's wealth, unable to recall 

The fix'd decree, nr 
„ without appeal. 
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Was ever blaſt fo full of terror pour d? 
So deep and loud, with ſuch amazement arm di 
The mighty ſound, denouncing, not the fall 
Of bounded empires, (an ĩignoble prey 
For wrath divine, incens'd) foretells the doom 
Of all the ſun Cer view'd beneath the fry; 
Strikes off the wheels of nature, and of time, 
Bids ages ceaſe, and generations roll 
No longer, with one potent voice configns 
A world to diſſolution, and the flames. 


Chide if thou wilt, the arrow's tardy flight, 
When bounding from the ſtring ; or fweep away 
The orient gem, the refuſe of thy ſtore ; 
Throw majeſty aſide, lay crowns in duſt, 
Spurning the golden circle from thy brow, 
Nor yet be blam'd -— But ah, thy facred hours 
(Grav'd in heav'ns annals with a point of ſteel) 
Waſt not in vain — beyond the gem or crown 
Their awful value ; bearing to the ſky 
Reports each day of all we act below: 

If well improv'd, fure pledges of our bliſs, 
lf loſt, the ſad prefages of our woe. 
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OW * darkneſs on its brown nocturnal car 
Shadows the drowſy world; nor falls at ones 
But fteals with gradual ſteps upon the day! 

Which ſlowly from its rival night retires. 

While ſunk beneath the ocean's verge, the ſun 

Still beams a glimm'ring twilight round, to cheer 

The univerſe, enlightning, tho' unſeen. 

How ſlow the ſhades advance ! how gently ſeize 
That golden ſeat, whep light was late enthron'd } 
Nature had ficken'd, and confeſs'd her fear, 

Had the bright ſplendor of the day been loſt 

At once in midnight gloom ; creation's ſelf 
Perhaps had ſtood amaz d, nor could man's eye 
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Without a pain have bore the ſudden change. 


Hew kind the Night, thus climbing to her throne 
By gentle fieps ; how decent her approach 

Sending her harbinger, the twilight gleam \ 
Bester her, to proclaim her viſit near 

That man, to meet the ſvanger might prepare, 


And without dread expect th approaching ſhade. 


How bounteons and profuſe the hand which ſheds 
Its various gifts on man; how kind its pow'r ? 
The feet vicifſitades of night and day, 
OF toil and reſt, the ſeaſons fixt return, 
Fach dying into each; the vernal flow'r 
In inter hid, and op'ning with the ſpring 
Fat paints the mead, makes vocal ev'ry grove; 
How wiſe the ſchemes of heav'n ! how bleſt each change, 
Ai! plaan'd by love divine; that man may taſte 
That fecting life with joy, its breath inſpir d. 


A thouſand prowling * monſters now, the night 
Calls from their ſoreſt dens --- along the ſhades 
Ther pace majeſtic — death is in their eye; 

While fung with hunger, panting to embrue 
Taeir jaws in gore, they roam their dreadful rounds. 
Ire trembling ſwain, benighted in the wilds 
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Now ſtands aghaſt, to hear the midnight yell A 
Of wolves and panthers, and the lion's roar ! 
He tarts at ev'ry ſound, the ſofteſt breeze 

Is thunder in his ear -— he turns his eye 

Tow'rds his lov'd cottage now, where flumb'ring lies 
His cradled infant, gently lull'd to reſt 4 
By the fond mother, partner of his cares ; f 
Who trembling for his life, and bath'd in tears Z 
In her low cell awaits his wiſh'd return. 5 — 


Nor theſe the ſavages alone, that court 
Night's covert ; other monſters that aſſume 
The form of man, chuſe to frequent the ſhades : 
And muffled up in darkneſs, plan their ſchemes 
Of midnight murder : the hot lecher now 
Tho friendſhip's ſacred ties his ſteps reſtrain, 
Steals to his neighbour's bed; thꝰ aſſaſſin draws 
His ſword, to ſheath it in a brother's heart; 
While Faction forms her dark cabals, and weaves 
Her ſecret plots, befriended by the ſhade. | 
Crimes that would bluſh to view the eye of day 47 
Stalk boldly and audacious in the 
Secure: in folly's thought, from heav'n's ſurvey ; 
The guilt, from human knowledge, if conceal'd. 


Say, does it ſleep conceaPd ! has the thin veil | 
That fkreens it from the view of man, a pow'r 1 
To hide it from that piercing eye more keen 4 
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Than the red lightning's flaſh, and brighter far 
Than twice ten thouſand ſuns -— to whom the ſhade, 
Is morning ; and the night a radiant day. 

In the thick gloom and ſhadow, where we fly 

For ſhelter, lives the Deity enthron'd ; aa 
Who marks each filent whiſper which we breathe, 
And each cloſe purpoſe which the heart conceives. 


* *Twas but this moment, from the flinty ſtone - 
The horſe's hoof ſtruck fire I plainly view'd 
The ſpark at diſtance, kindling thro? the ſhade ! 
Not the leaſt glimpſe of which had been deſcry'd 
Tho? near; when ſparkling, in the light of day. 
So when pale ſickneſs draws a penſtve veil 
Ober the gay vanities that fivelFd our heart; 
When ſome involving cloud blots out the light, 
And dims the ſplendor of our former ſtate; 
What ſtrong convictions open, and diſplay - 
The brighteſt truths, which in her flattring ſmiles 
And fortune's ſunſhine, long had lay'd conceal'd : 
Vice, the gay gawdy ſtrumpet now reſigns 
Her ſoft allurements ; the grim fury wears 
The grizly looks of hell, from whence the ſprung ! 
While Virtue, when beneath heav'n's low'ring frown, 
Smiles in the gloom, with more than mortal charms, 
Emerging always fairer from her ſhade. * 
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With me the ſons of ſorrow. learn to prize, 

And hail each kind diftreſs, that pours a light 
Into the ſoul, and gives her to behold 

Each blefling clearer, thro? a cloud ſurvey d:; | 
When preſent, ſcorn'd -— how dear, when unenjoy d. 
That pow'r how kind, who always in a ſmile. 
Conveys his anger, in meer pity meant 

To kill a folly, or a heart to mend. 


But ſee, the + darkneſs has quite ſnatch'd away 
Each ſplendid graceful object from the eye; 
Her various beauties ah how ſoon are fled, 
The lovely tinges that fo lately glow'd 
In the gay tulip's leaf? The bluſh expir'd 
Which beautify d the roſe's opening bloom; 
The ſnowy hue now loſt, which lately pad 
The lily's fragrant cheek I caſt my eye 
Tow?rds ſome proud diſtant ſeat, but gazing find 
Th aſpiring columns, and wide ample dome 
All mixt in wild confuſion ; thro? the gloom 
The palace and the cottage ſeem but one, 
Nature's fair bloom and elegance quite loſt ; 
Of the ſame height the mountain and the vale; 
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* Sec here an emblem of thoſe cheerful beams, 
That fun of glory, man's Redeemer pours 
Into the dark ned ſoul without whoſe rays 


Midnight would drop, and blot out ev'ry hope 
From man's deſpairing boſom; ſhould I live 


Shut from his merits, ſtranger to his love, 

What could my fpirits cheer, even when I roam 
Throꝰ theſe gay beds of flow'rs, this wild of fweets, 
The opening morn or fragrant eve unfold ? 

Amidft creation's beauties, fortune's ſmiles, 

The richeſt gifts her kind profuſion pours 

Into her favourite's lap, without a claim 

To his endearing love, would pleaſe in vain! 

With fighs, and wormwood daſh'd, each bitter joy: 
I, like the criminal in fetters chain d, 

Led thro' enamell'd fields, and flow ry plains, 

To dye the ax, or bleed upod the wheel. 

But hben I view the Saviour's guſhing wound. 

This in the midft of darkneſs, is a ray 

Bright'ning the raptur'd ſoul; and this the oyl | 
Which gives that cheerful ſmile, the aſpect wears; 
The bliſs that warms the heart, that makes each joy 
Which heaven baſtows, a joy, without a tear. 


+ From morn to eve the wearied peaant toils, 
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To ftring his aching nerves, and to renew 
vigour, quite exhauſted ? See the night | 
Drops her brown curtain from her drowfy couch 
Inviting balmy fleep to cloſe his eye. 
Oer every ſenſe whoſe kindly opiate-pour'd' 
Re-kindles his loſt ardour, to ſuſtain ö 
man ee 
How kind that pitying power, who gives us ſleep 
To ſooth the ſoul's diſtreſs, and body's toil ; 
Beneath whoſe ſhade our wearied limbs repair 
Their ſprightly vigour: every penſive though 
Now drops its load of ſorrow, pines no more: 
LulPd in the arms of ſleep, each fretting care 
Now ing, ceaſes to ſubdue the heart 
With anxious ſadneſs, or to nurſe deſpair ; 
Without this ſoft recruit ; this couch of reft 
Made ſoft by nature's hand, how ſoon the cheek 
Of hardy manhood would be furrow'd ver 
With age's deepeſt wrinkles ; and how ſoon 
The pang Gp 3266 os tber rt 
"Twas lately I beheld Caſtalio, gay 
In all the bloom of youth ; -* ; adorn'd, 
The faireſt, nature's pencil ever drew 
Upon the virgin's cheek; but ah, how chang'd 
I now bemoan him ! loſt is every grace, 
Pallid and wan his viſage, wild his air! : - 
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From whence this change ? — A ſtranger to bis couch | 

His eyes, their needful reſt — of this d, 
The youth, whoſe cheerful gaity inſpir' 


Of miſery and horror; every eye 


beheld. 


Lamenting, what with joy it once 


What numbers * live, this inſtant all confin'd, 
fighing on the bed of languor, pour 
— to heav'n, for loſt repole 
To lull their forrows! Penſive they attend 
The ftriking watch, and meaſure cach fad hour 

By the quick pulſe, that beats in ev'ry vein. | 
. 
In ing a ſhort reſpite ns, 

Sigh for a moment's truce, in peaceful ſleep 

o drown their agonies. How many tors 

With dark diſquietudes that pierce the ſoul, 
Breathe out their ardent wiſhes to obtain 

A tranſient ſhort oblivion of their woes ! | 

What India's and all her richeſt mines, 
Want power i give, on thee thy heaven beſlows; 
At each return of night, without a pray r, 

Sleep, the kind welcome viſiter returns, | 
How punQtual at the needful hour, and pours 
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Her poppies round the couch, to cloſe thy eye, 
Shed an& o'er ev'ry ſenſe her ſlumb'rous dews. 


How: kind that pitying pow'r, who throws each eve 
A ſhade oer nature's face, which gently wooes 
Each eye to ſlumber; from the curtain drives 
Each ray of hurtful light; which would retard 
Its balmy blefling ! while night's drowſy veil 
The ſoul to thoughtleſs indolence inclines ! 
Concealing every object, which might keep 
The ſenſe awake, which now is huſh'd to reſt, 
While filence oer the wide creation reigns. 
How: gently treads each animal ; how ſtill 
The Darkneſs ? Motion's ſelf almoſt at reſt ! 
While man retires to his ſoft couch, to taſte 
The ſweets of needful reſt ; ; Juſt ſuch the cars 
When folded in her arms, ſhe gently lulls 
The child, fond object of her love to reft. 


+ Say, what kind pow'r, whoſe love, tho? undeſcry'd, 
Still watchful for man's fafety, throws his ſhield. 
Around our head each night; Joſt to each thought 
Ourſelves of danger, thoꝰ the murderer ſtands 
Cloſe by our couch; his naked ponyard drawn 

To ſheath it in our boſom! thoughtleſs we 
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unprepar d to wurd the deſtin'd blow ! 
Power how immenſe, compaſſion how divine, 
That ſends the filent ſhade to cloſe the eye, 

In flumbers --- then protects us, while we fleep! ! 


* Reaſon now loft, reſigns her ſovereign ay 
While fancy mounts her throne, and leads the mind 
Falſe incoherent images now crowd 
The frantick head, and jumble in our dreams 
Some rambling among Fairy fields, enjoy | 
A viſionary blifs, with crown'd; | 
Their bones, tho? ſtretch'd on a damp wiſp of ſiraw, 
And ſhelter'd with the cobwebs of a cell, 

A pin their ſcepter, rags their royal robes ; 
Others, quite ſenſeleſs of their rooms of ſlate, 
The golden canopy their couch which ſhades, 
Mourn in a dungeon, by wild fancy rais'd; 
Or pant for life, beneath the billows whelm'd, 
Where wanting power to ſtem the ſurges, roll'd 
Above their heads, benum'd with ſudden fear 
They give up ev'ry hope; and tho? reclin'd 
On beds of iv'ry, and a couch of down, 
They fink all helpleſs and forlorn, no friend 
To ſuccour, in the furious eddy drown'd. 
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Such the vagaries of the rambling hrain, 
Oer ev'ry ſenſe, when fleep its opiate pours. 


Nor this the only ſeaſon, when the mind 
With aery ſchemes inſpir'd, her frolicks plays: 
Live there not thoſe, when reaſon ſeems to guide 
Their wiſe-and prudent choice, who waking dream ? 

| Theſe flatter'd by a ſmile of fortune, place - - 
Life's ſolid bleſſings in a toy, a plume, 
A boaſted creſt, a ſtar, and garter'd knee | 
Bloated with pride, becauſe her fineſt threads 
The gawdy filk-wornmi from her bowels draws 
To hide their nakedaefs; others, as bleſt 
In heaps of golden lumber, bappier ſtill 
If fraud or avarice augment their ſtore, 
Doat on their ſhining traſh; demand a bow 
To pay em adoration! many feed 
On the thin aery diet of renown, 

Feaſt on a puff of wind, which flattery blows, 
And with the buz of vulgar praiſe, ſhake off 
The man, and grow immortal; — differ theſe 
In wiſdom, from the ragged wretch, who leeps 
Beneath a hadge's covert, and in dream 
Exults, as in fome fiately palace hous da 
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Or from the ideot's phrenzy, in his cell 

Who link's with binding fetters, yet in thought 
Sits on his regal ſeat enthron'd, and waves 

His ruſhy ſcepter o'er the bending crowd 

Of proſtrate ſubjects, trembling at his frown ! 


"Tis ® midnight now creating fancy views 

A thouſand fleeting ſpectres thro? the gloom ; 
Hoverirg above the vaulted grave, where ſleeps 
Their mould' ring duſt, the mournful yew O erſhades. 
Pale dreary forms, with gaſtly terrors arm'd 

In awful ftate, now croſs the dark'ned ſky, 
Offspring of fear! and ſwiſter than the ray 

Of lightning, glide along each haunted ſhade ! 

Now voices, more than mortal, ſeem to ſound 

From the dark ecchoing vaults ; deep groans are heard 
To iſſue, from the hollow of each tomb; 

Swift o'er the ragged ruins of the ſhrine 

That holds their crumbling aſhes; till the morn” 
Now dawning, bids them fly the eye of day. 

The traveller benighted, paſſing o'er 

The gloamy ſpot, that ſhrowds the dead entomb'd, 
Is ſhook with horror ; tales of nightly ghoſts 
Hov'ring above the turf, where ſleeps their clay, 
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Now ruſh into his thought ; to aid his ſpeed 
From the dark haunted ſhade, fear lends a wing ! 
He dreads a backward look, his fortune bleſt, 
If no amazing howl arreſts his car, 

No ghaſtly ſhape his trembling eye ſurpriſe. 


Shall man then dread an airy phantom, rais'd 
By fancy's mimic. power, a child, not man; 
Yet unamaz d at heaven's tremendous frown, 
Which reaſon, which religion, bids him fear, 
And turns that fear to virtue; which inſpires 
The heart, with folemn awe of him it fears. 
The dark and lonely walk, night's ſolemn gloom, 
Where ſpectres haunt, the viſions of a dream, 
Have pow'r to ſhake man's timorous heart, tho? ſoon 
To drop mortality, and mount the ſkies, 
Where none but unembodied effence dwells. 
* Should ſome pale meſſenger, by heaven's command, 
Sent from the mournful chambers of the grave, | 
Throw back the curtain at the ſolemn hour 
Of midnight, and with ghaſtly looks, and pale 
Like Brutus genius, nodding at thy couch 
Denounce — to-morrow I quill meet thee here -— 
The firmeſt heart would ſhudder at the found, 
And tremb'ling wait the dread event with pain. 
Yet when a voice'from heav'n the foul alarms, 
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Prepare to meet thy God, with vengeance arm d! 
How bold and unattentive we defy 
The awful ſummons, by an angel breath'd ; 
In one ſhort moment heard, forgot, difſdain'd} 


His boaſted wiſdom then let man reſign, 
Wiſdom, than folly weaker, to revolve 
On heaven's eternal king, without a fear; 
Who terrify'd with ſpectres of a dream, 
Smiles at a God, yet trembles at a ſhade ! 


Learn then, my foul, all other terrors vain, 
To dfead that awful power, who, tho? beheld 
In mercy, ſcatce is without terror view'd. 
Whoſe red right hand, with vengeance when array'd 
Turns pale proud victors, withers on their brow 
The fading lawret — to each other, fear 
Tie) Sranger- Nig, when the dan dung of war, 
I be thunder of the battle call'd to arm: 
Yet at his awful preſence, pale they fly 
To the rocks ſhelter, and the mountains ſhade, 
To ſhield them from the lightning of his eye. 
Whoſe dread majeſtic menace, when he rides 
On the ſwift cloud, or on the whirlwind's wing, 
With myriads of immortal guards, to quell | 
All human pride, and lay it in the duſt; 
Pale nature trembles; worlds are drove away ! 
The heaven s aſunder cleft no more abide I 
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His look, but from their angry God retire ! 
Be this man's ſole ambition then, to court 
Th Almighty's favour; and avoid his frown! 
All terrors then committed to the wind, 
Secure he ſmiles at every other fear. 


"Twas in the dead of * night, when nature lay 
Involy'd in darkneſs, which a covering threw 
Oer the wide univerſe, of thickeſt ſhade; 

An eaſtern ſage, all wakeful and alone, 

| Mufing on ſubjects awful, high, divine, 

Was ſtartled by an awful viſion ſent - 

To earth from heaven : the phantom ghafily pale 
Glar'd thro? the dark; a moment's pauſe allow'd, 
To arm his ſoul with courage to attend 

The meſſage without dread — © Shall wretched man, 
« The heir of duſt, and offspring of the clay, 
His life a ſhadow, and his age a ſpan, 

* Frail as a flow, and fleeting as a cloud, 

« Whoſe ſtrength is weakneſs, and whoſe thread of life 
A cobweb's ray. the ſofteſt breath deſtroys; 
Shall he aſſert, his great Creator near, 

* Himſelf or pure, or upright, in whoſe eye 
The pureſt of man's race with guilt are ftain'd? 
Shall the ſhort tenants of a day, an hour, 
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«© Roaſt their exalted virtues, or derive 

A merit from their ſervice, who beholds 

«© The heavens but droſs and dirt, his angels charg'd 
« With folly — all their luſtre, but a ſhade! | 

© Shall cherubs then, who bending at his throne” 
Their faces veil, and tremble as they bow, 

© Renounce all uprightneſs, yet mortals vaunt 

© That purity, immortals dare not claim; 

« A worm, a creature of the duſt, contend 

In virtue, with the offspring of the ſky ?? 


Hark! what a doleful voice ! . the boading ſcream 
®* Diſturbs the ſilence of the peaceful gloom; 
Tis the hoarſe ſereech- wl, from the hollow oak 


That ſadly utters her nofturnal moan ; = 


The fun her foe, ſhe flies the vocal grove, 

To her not half ſo dear as night's brown ſhade! 
Her favourite haunt, ſome ragged ruins cell, : 
Or tottering wall, with ivy overgrown : 

The mould'ring precipice above her head 
Threatens to tumble; while the toad. below, 
And venom'd adders, hifling poiſon, crawl. 

The ſprightly morning which awakes to joy 
Each creature elſe, to her no pleaſure yields ; 
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The ſhade her dark and folitary home, 
Which pleas d all day, and penfive the enjoys. 


Juſt ſuch his fate, were guilty man allow'd 
To enter the bright ſcenes above the ſky, | 
Where heaven would ſeem a hell; its bliſs, a pain; 
Its joys torment him — at the fountain head | 
Of happineſs, nought found but pangs and ſhame! 
Whoſe voice above. could wild ambition claim 
To ſooth its pride? What humble knee. would bow 
And bend in adoration to the vain? 

Could the blaſpheming lip, the venom'd tongue 
Canker'd with ſlander, taſte, or feel a joy, 
Joining the choirs above, that hourly pay 

Their grateful tributes to heaven's golden throne ! 
Beauty and grandeur here muſt weep by turns ; 
No flatterers, in the temple of the ſky 

To offer incence to the proud and fair. 

What tortures then muſt rack the envious breaſt, 
What paſſions rend it, to behold in bliſs 
Myriads of happy-beings, high enthron'd ; 

And drinking deep of each celeſtial joy 
Whatever bleſſings bloom above the ſky, 

The ſoul with innocence if unarray'd, 

Wants power to taſte ; juſt like the bird of night, 
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Happy and bleſt, if cover'd in his gloom ; 
Quite pain'd, and penſive in the blaze of dy! 


Shall then the boding * owl, the raven's voice 


Croaking above our roots, our peace annoy ? 


Be tokens deem'd of our impending doom ? 
And yet the ſoul be careleſs to attend 


By heaven, to warn us — ve are ſcorn to die. 


What are thefe dark incumbent clouds, that hide 


The world each night; what, but the fable pall 


To throw o'er nature's herſe, when ſhe expires? 
Emblems of that eternal night, which ſoon 
Shall ſhade the world, and all its beauties whelm 
In utter darkneſs —- what an image, fleep, 
(Whoſe curtain ſoon my drowzy eye ſhall cloſe) 
Of that entire ceſſation, when each ſenſe 

Shall loſe its function; ge of uſe no more; 
The filent chamber, and the bed of reſt, 

Point to the thoughtful ſoul that dreary land, 
Where in oblivion laſt, what pleas'd on earth 
The eye and ear, are ſeen or heard no more. 


What meant that + tongue of death, that ſolemn knell 
At midnight thus, which cleaves the filent air ! 
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Wich mournful accents laden, how it wounds | 


Burſting the door, that opens to our heart! | 
It ſurely las a voice, which wiſdom hears, | 
A meſiage to the living, from the dead, 
Its errand this to man — © In time prepare! 

« The dread deſtroyer of your race is near! 

« Your laſt great foe to life has long begun 

The chace; each fleeting hour is gaining ground? 

* Behold the viQtor's ſpoils · the paths he treads 

Are ftrew'd and cover'd o'er with hills of lain : 

« The Kal, the ſpade, the herbe, the crauling worm, 


The dreadful arms, that on his enſigns blaze! 
A ſcythe his weapon; and his harveſt man! 


Some viRtith in the duſt = whoſe point ſhall ſoon 
* Be levell'd, to transfix each mortal's heart. 


The + charnel houſe, the manſions where the dead 
In ſilence fl&ep; the fable marbled tomb, | 
Why ſhould vain curious man conſult, to read 
Memorials of his own impending doom | 
Where e're hetreads, or turns his penſive eye, | | 
Numbers of theſe are planted in his view, 

Point out the road, that leads him to a grave, 


+ Page 62, 


42 NIGHT. Bock Il. 


Man's deſtin'd end, his laſt eternal home 

Each town [ enter ſhews ſome weeping eye, 
The numerous trophies death has lately rais'd ; 

A crowd of mourners ſighing round their pall, 
Breathing their laſt adieu, as they attend 

A friend, a ſon, or parent, to the tomb. 

Above the door the black atchievement hung, 
The crape, the ſcutcheon, and the fable plume, 
Have each a ſolemn voice, and hint to man 

That kings and ſlaves, the aged and the young, 
Muſt quit their rooms of ftate, and cells of clay, 
With new inhabitants to crowd their grave. 

Each hour we live, each converſe which we join, 
Death's triumphs are the melancholy theme, 
Which fadden our diſcourſe --- one, penſive moans 
A languid friend, beyond the cordial's pow'r 

To promiſe longer life; one ſighs to hear 

A lov'd companion, once, his boſom's joy, 
Stretch'd on the bed of death, REIN 
Leaving his lifeleſs duſt, fad ſcene of woe, 

For ſome kind father, or a ſon, to moan. 

What ſerious lectures theſe, to warn the heart 

Of human frailty ! Here the eye ſurveys | 
Old age worgout with ſlow conſuming pains, | 
Soon loſt in death --- there the fad ftory told | 
Of blooming childhood, wither d in an hour; a 
Of youth, to pieces daſh'd, tho? unperceiv'd 
The dart, that lodg'd the victim in a tomb 
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each proud temple, patriots we behold 
hanging their ſeats in ſenates, for a grave, 
The born, too few in number to ſupply 
The empty room, deſerted by the dead! 


* Say what are all the ſtatues, which adorn 
Our rooms of ſtate ! the images that ſhine 

And gild our proud faloons—- our fathers buſts ! 
Death's trophies, that in ſilence recognize 
The fate of others, who from out the tomb, 3 
Tho' dead, yet ſpeak ; and tell us we are duſt! | 
1 hear, I feel the ſolemn truths they read, 

Confirm'd by weakned nature”s ſlow decays, 

Boding its final period in a grave. 
What are theſe pangs, that dart thro' ev'ry vein, 
The flaming fever, and the racking ſtone ! 
What, but th* approaches of man's cruel foe, 
Each hour advancing nearer, to beſiege 
His fort of life ; how feeble to withſtand 
The onſet for a moment, when he plays 
His engines, or to batter or deſtroy. 
Are not theſe languors, the flow-beating vein, 
The deep-felt pangs of each revolving day, 
The ſecret ſchemes of death, tho' ſlow, yet ſure, 
To undermine the tottering frame, that holds 
Life for a while —- en 0% bs the duft. 
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OW gently night now ſteals upon the day! 
In filence, mounting her nocturnal throne! 
Beneath whoſe ſhade, now penſive and alone, 
The wakeful bird of eve, begins her ſong : 

From thoſe the boding owl and raven pour 
From their incumbent gloom, the ear to wound ! 
How various is her lay, of ev'ry grace 
Melodious miſtreſs, that can touch the fenſe 
With joy, and make the harmony divine ! 
Hark! now ſhe ſwells a ſhriller note, the ſtrain 
Now kindles into ardour ! ſtrikes the ear 

With ſuch an energy, it thinks the found, 

Tho? diſtant, from the neareſt thicket pour dl 
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Faint and more faint anon, the minſtrel breathes 
Her languid muſick, melts into a ſtrain 

Of ſofter melody --- the liquid notes 

Juſt breaking thro' the night» to touch the ear; 
Which in ſoft pleaſing accents ſeem to dye 
Along the diftant vale, her muſick charms. 
Silence attentive hears, her am'rous ſong ; 

And night ſtands liſt ning to her thrilling tale. 


How kind an * invitation this, to wooe 
The ſoul, from the mad crowd to ſteal away; 
This coy, this modeſt ſongſter entertains 
Thoſe only, with her ſweet enchanting lays, 
Who chuſe retirement, and theſe penſive ſhades. 
Loſt the ſoft melody ſhe breathes each eve, 


To the gay giddy rioters, who glow 
Wich raptures, o'er the drunken midnight bowl. 


Do thou, my ſoul, ſequeſter'd from the throng, 
When night each awful ſolemn thought inſpires, 
Fly at far nobler joys ; the peace that flows - 
From innocence, from faith, from death diſarm'd; 
From heavn, when ſmiling, and a God appeas'd! 
Pleaſures unfelt; nor taſted by the foul 
In folly's giddy round that ever roves, 

Within itſelf ſtill tremb'ling to retire! 
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Say, are we pleas'd, with Philomela's ſors, 

And wiſh to hear it oftner, nearer ſhll ? 

The ſtubborn heart ſubdu'd, the will reſign'd, 
The peace that conſcience whiſpers to the mind, 
Inſpire the breaſt with melody more ſweet, 

A joy more pleaſing, than the raviſt'd car 
Drinks in, from Philomel's enchanting ſtrains. 


Have crowns their weight? Are diadems a prize 
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The golden wreath, that binds the monarch's brow | 


Allow em each important yet the hours 
That folly waſtes, think more important till. 
The day, the night, devoted to her call 

Are join'd in one, rejoin'd, and ſcarce ſuffice 

To end the game, in deep ſuſpence that holds 
The anxious mind, with raging paſſions torn; 
With fierce extremes of hope, and wild deſpair! 
Supported by his crutches, there behold 

A grey-hair'd venturer, a mere child in age, 
Shuffling the pack with a weak trembling hand: 
Sportive and gay, juſt hov'ring o'er a tomb, 

He ſpins the die-—till death cries, come away. 
His ample fortune tott ring at this throw, 

The next perhaps in fatal ruin drowns. 


Shall man be vain, when each fad * ſcene of life 
Is dark*n'd with a fullen cloud of woe? 
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Each morn that riſes, bearing on its wing, 

More ills, than can be number'd by the day ! 
From plenty's lap, from health's gay florid bloom, 
How oft has youth been ſnatch'd, to pine away, 
And figh each lonely hour in tears, confin'd 
Upon a bed of languor, thence to fall, 

(If unprepar'd, how dreadful were the ſtroke) 
Into a gulph of flame, a ſea of fire! 

Or if not doom'd to dye, more wretched till! 
Himſelf his own avenger, as he turns 

His thoughts upon a life, with guilt diſfain'd. 
How ftartled at the ſhaft the conqueror waves, 
See how the fever rages, how it flames, 

Bafiling the force of art! while furies rouſe 

The waken'd conſcience, as their ſnakes they rofl 
Full in his view; and glaring feem to point, 
At the dark cell, the deep abyſs below ! 
Perhaps the weeping mother turns her eye, 

(The part'ner of her bed but lately torn 

And raviſh'd from her breaft,) in tears beholds 
The laſt of all her blooming beauteous train, 
The offspring of their chaſteſt love expire! 

In vain ſhe lifts his head, the cordial pours, 

To mitigate his pangs, and ſooth his pain; 

 T* unſeal his eye, to take a laſt adieu: 
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Her tender cares the period to prolong 

Of fleeting life, all fruitleſs --- ſee he droops 
Fainting, all breathleſs in her claſping arms, 
And on a parent's ſighing breaſt expires. 
While the laſt groan, that tore the foul away, 
Leaves her abandon'd to her filent woes, 
Without a friend to ſuccour, or to ſooth 

Her penſive hours; to mix a friendly tear 
Of comfort, to conſole her widow d age. 


+ While ſome thus pant for life, and bend the knes 
To heav n, to lengthen out its ſcanty ſpan, 
Others, quite tir'd with earth's deluſive toys, 
Sigh for a ſhorter paſſage to the tomb. 
See, if thy aye can bear the penſive ſcene, 
The fad variety of crowding woes 
- Which darken human life, make death a prize! 1 
Here the flow ling'ring atrophy conſumes 
The waſting victim — there the cancer gnaws 
With its relentleſs tooth, thro* ev'ry vein 
Spreads its dire venom; till at laſt it gains 
A paſſage to the heart, What numbers feel 
A rack of agonies, aſunder torgy 
By the convulſive ſtone ; their cheeks are dewd 
With falling drops, their eye-balls wildly roll ! 
Ev u night condoles with her afifted ſons, 
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By conſcience rack'd, and dark'ned by deſpair! 


Tugging the oar, and to his galley chain'd. 


Man's life, by turns; how bleſt, and how forlora! 
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And ſheds a tear upon their fad abodes ! 
Severe theſe pangs3 more dreadful his, who groans 
Beneath the preſſures of a tortur d mind 


"Tho? rob'd in ermine, circled with a crown, 
Lodg'd in his rooms of ſtate, and underneath 
A canopy of gold, by crowds ador'd, 

More pitied than the exile in the mine, 
Condcemn'd for life ; than the poor fetter'd ſlave, 


Ye wretched happy! joyous, without joy ! 
Gay, when in torture, ſmiling when in pain; 
Say can the ſparkling cup, the wreath that binds 
The \;Ror's temples, when in triumph borg, 
Shed comfort on the boſom in deſpair, 
Or heal the gaſh, when conſcience gives the wound ! 


+ Hear then, what reaſon preaches to the vain ! 
Ye, Folly's eldeſt ſons, while pleaſure crowns 
The feaſt, mirth heighten'd by the nectar d bowl; 
Mark what variety of human woes 
Quite ſou'r the languid fweets, how thinly ſpread 
And ſcatter'd thro? this gloomy vale of tears} 
Whey joy and ſorrow, folter-twins await 
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Ye ſlaves to ſenſe, who feaſt on joys that die 
When ſcarce poſſeſs d, the phantoms of a dream, 
O tell your hearts, when luxury her {weets 
Pours from her lap, and ſheds her odours round, 
How oft the deadly poiſon, and perfume 
Mix in one draught ; the roſe how oft that crowns 
The raptur'd forchead, breaths a fatal bane, 
Bitter as wormwood; as malignant far, 

And ſharper than affliction's ſharpeſt gall ; 

Death, tho unſeen, lurks in- the drunkard's bowl; 
And in the harlot's ſoft embraces kills. 

Fruitions theſe unenvy'd, unimplor'd, 
* and pleaſe, but to deſtroy. 


* Say, what thoſe ſhining ſparks, which faintly pour 
A weak and glimm'ring light along the gloom ; 
Tis glow-worms we behold, which on each ſpray 
Now ſhed their drops of fire, and while the ſun 
Is abſent, light their filver lamps to cheer 
The darkneſs, and to play a feeble beam; 
Yet ah, how dim the ray! how ſcarce perceiv'd, 
Which ftrives in vain to diffipate the ſhades ! 
Should fome benighted traveller, with cold 


Quite ſhiv'ring, hover round their mimic fizes, 


Or doubtful of his way, when darkneſs ſhrowds 


The heavens, theſe languid tapers chuſe, to guide 
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His ſteps along the gloom, in hopes to ſhun 
The dreadful precipice, or gulph beneath; 
Too weak their faint and twinkling light to aid 
The wretch, bewilder'd in the wood or vale. 


Such reaſon's glow-worm ray, ſo faint her pow'r, 
That blinds, and not enlightens, till her eye. 
Is open'd by that heav'nly beam, that ſhews 
'The beauteous path that leads to bliſs ſupream : 
Which reaſen uninſpir d had never found; 
Her truths, half errors; dark, her brighteſt rays ; 
Like twilight, partly ſhining, partly ſhade. 


What meteor that, which lights the weſtern {cy ! 
Portenteous omen ! thro? the flaming air 
It takes a fearful round, with rapid ſpeed 
From world to world; fee, how it trails along 
A length of ſtreaming fires, that dart, and blaze 
Oer half the hemiſphere ; each eye ſurveys 
The bloody ſtranger, child and in amaze, 
Denouncing woes to man — while ſome behold 
In the red ſtar a ſanguine flag, that glows 
Aloft, hung out by wrath divine, to pour 
Its terrors on a world, with guilt diſtain'd ! 
Some, in its glaring viſage clearly read,: 

The fate of nations, and the threaten'd doom 
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Of kings and kingdoms; to another's eye, . 
It ſhook, or ſeem'd to ſhake, its blazing hair, 
That ſcatter d famine, peſtilence and war, 
Heav'ns great triumvirate, to damp the joy, 
And dart a terror thro' each human heart. 


* Dread not the comet's viſit, fince its flames 
Unboding, glitter with a harmleſs blaze; 

But let thy thought, leſs curious to enquire 
Whoſe fate it threatens, what events foretells; 
(The phantoms theſe of ſuperſtitious fear) 
Rather adore that mighty hand, which lights 
Its fiery orbit, guides its rapid way 
Along the fields of zther, as it rolls 
Now nearer to the glowing ſun, and drinks 

Its fierceſt ardours ; now retires beyond 

This planetary ſyſtem, and is loſt 

Midſt other ſkies, and diſtant worlds unknown! 


Ah then acquit the comet's orb, nor charge 
The deſolating plague, nor waſting war 
To its dread influence ano foe to man, 
It rolls its fiery train along the ſky ! 
Its poiſon round, much ſurer omens theſe 
Of heavenly vengeance, and a God enflam'd : 
The ſtar is clear'd--tis guilt the world arraigns! 
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þ § See at this midnight hour, a different ſcene 
1 The curious wakes, the vulgar eye alarms! 
See, quivering in the northern ſky, a blaze 
Of meteors kindles, with refracted beams 
Croſſing each other — now the ſtreams: 
Mingle and meet in one, the flaming air 
A beauteous deluge of conflicting fires, 
Which now aſunder ftart, like troops that fly 
Precipitate along the martial field! 
Now, without motion glow; anon aſſume | 
A quivering radyance, which expands their flames 
Wide o'er the hemiſphere ; this hour when view'd, 
| Awful and ludifous at once, they ſeem 
| The antick wild vagaries of the ſky; 
Glittering, but to amuſe; the next beheld, 
The eye all dread. ſuſpefts ſome hand divine 
Plays off the dumb artillery of the ſkies, 
The light'ning's flaſh, without the thunder's noiſe. 


The + ſcene was wonder firſt ; tis now amaze! 
A general pannic ſeizes all, who view,; 
Throbs in each heart, and turns each viſage pale. 
43 Fear joins the tremb'ling crowd, which only ſerves 
Fs Io pr the terror, while they catch 
x 


i Contagion from each other's voice and eye 
1 Each ſpeaking the dumb language of deſpair ! 
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Crowded with warring troops; with helmets helms 
Conflicting — fields with ſeas of gore diſtain'd : 
And liſt' ning, ſeem to hear the diſtant groans 
In their laſt gaſp, from dying warriors pour d. 
Others more pain'd, preſage more dreadful woes, 
Read in the blazing ſkies prophetic beams 

The world's extinction, and all nature's doom! 
Behold, they cry, thoſe bleeding colours, wav'd 
Along the ruddy air; the period nigh, 

The fatal hour has ſtruck, which puts an end 

To ev'ry human glory! See how wan 

The blafted ftars appear ; their dying light 

Scarce ſeen, behind the meteor's ſtronger blaze! 
Anon the great arch-angel's trump ſhall ſound, 
Heard from earth's center to her diſtant poles, 
The living to amaze ; the dead to raiſe. 


+ If then theſe waving lights, in ſtreams that play 
Innocuous round our head, ſuch terror pour 
Into man's heart, what dread, and deeper pain 
Shall wound his aching breaft, when wrath divine 
Which holds its flames impriſon'd now, ſhall ſpread 
Red torrents, deluges of melting fire, 
The earth, and all its beauties to conſume, 
Leaving a blank in nature, where they burn. 
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The day, the ſolemn day, is on the wing, 
In which the heav'ns, like a parch'd-folded roll, 
The thunders burſting loud, ſhall paſs away; 
Each element diſſolve; till in a blaze 

The world at laſt, no more a world, expires. 
That mighty hand above, which open'd wide 
The windows of yon heav'n, unbar'd the folds 
That held the fountains of the deep enclos'd; 
Shall once unlock his magazines of fire, 

A ſecond deluge, which ſhall burſt its way, 
Unconquer'd, unreſtrain d, wheree'r it glows; 
And in one gen'ral wreck, all nature ſhrowd. 
What energy muſt drive the ruſhing flame; 

The burning tempeſt with what fury blaze; 
When pow r divine incens'd, and heavenly rage 
Breathes, to inſpire the torrent as it rolls ? 

The ſacred temple, the imperial dome, 

The kingly palace, and proud marbl'd tow'r, 
The rocks eternal baſe, unſhook before, 
Shall mingle in gne ſmoaking maſs, in vain 


Each boaſted pile that human art has rais'd, 
The arch, the column, the high tow'ring ſpire; 
All blaze to ſpread the ruin, and ſupply 
Fuel, to feed the wild outrageous flame! 


How impotent all human pow'r, to ſtay 
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Their tops, when the parch'd mountains melt away, 
When waters burn, and ſeas augment the blaze; 
Shall man's frail heart, unſhaken, undiſmay'd, 
When ftars are falling, angels own a fear, 

And ſigh from heav'n to view a world in 

Maintain its peace, amidſt the dreadful glare, 

Of fiery elements; the laſt dire blaze, 
Which the loſt earth, to duſt and aſhes turns! 


From nature's ruins now, remove thy eye, 
A ſpectacle more pleaſing to ſurvey! * 
Riſing in clouded majeſty, the moon, 
Begins her progreſs up the eaſtern ſky, 
Awful and grand her aſpect, as ſhe climbs 
The ſteep of heaven; the? beauteous, yet her beams 
Not fully open'd aas ſhe mounts her ſphere, 
She brightens, and with fairer luſtre glows, 
Till higher ſtill advanc'd, her filver orb, 
With fulleſt light, and peerleſs glory ſhines, 
Naw ſeated on her high nocturnal throne. 


Amidſt the ſtars the faireſt now, her beam 
Bright'ns the arch of heavn; each raptur'd eye, 
And all creation cheering with her rayes 3 
Thoſe ſoft and gentle ſplendors, which ſhe pours 
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From her full orb — thou, beauteous queen of ſhades, 
Fair regent of the night, oh teach my ſoul | 
The high ambition, nobly to tranſcribe 
Thy growing luſtre ; fairer thou, and 1 

More virtuous, each momentous hour that flies! 

Let others, fond to mimick courts and kings, 

Be proud of titles, raptur'd with a toy, 
Hang out their gaudy tinſel to invite 
Each fooliſh eye to wonder at their blaze; 
Be it my choice, my int reſt and my joy, 
To imitate thy purity, more pure 
Each ſtep, thy ſilver orb aſcends the ſky! 
My heart leſs blam'd, my condu more refin'd ; 
Each paſſion huſh'd, and ſordid wiſh reſtrain'd : 
Loſt ev'ry wild deſue, as I approach 
Nearer yon golden manſions, which diffuſe 
A richer light, than radiates from thy beam, 
That with unfaging luſtre ſhall adorn 
3 when ev'ry beauteous ray 

Now giving Gam thy orb, is quench d in ſhades, 


How gay and various ev'ry ſcene, the day * 
Opens to pleaſe the eye! each ſenſe how joy'd 
With each fair object, which the morn unfolds! 
Vaniſh'd how quick the ſcene, how ſoon withdrawn 
The lovely proſpeQ, which the night conceals 
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Beneath her veil; which dims the dark ned ſky! 

But ſee, to brighten, and to cheer the brow 

Of low ring night, and diſſipate her frown, 

A fainty ray, reflecting through the air 

A weak and fickly light, juſt gives the eye 

A glimm'ring proſpect of the beauties, ſown 

On nature's flow ry ſurface, till the moon 
From off the face of night; each object ſhews, 
Tho? not in bright, in ſofteſt charms array d. 


As the * clear azure ſpreads her ſilver light 
And ftars unnumber'd gild the glowing pole, 
What floods of glory burſt from off the yes; 
Say, if to pleaſe the eye, or to amaze, 

Night ſeeming only a diminiſh'd day ! 

How grand the ſcene, magnificent the blaze! 
Light above light, and worldg by world outſhone, * 
Where duſt is pearl; whoſe drofs the pureſt gold. 


In heaven's high arching cencave, ſee the moon 
Refulgent, glitt ring on her filver throne ! 
Nor ſhines ſhe there alone — the ftarry train 
Waiting hair hoyntuous pugont, as ſhe flies, 
Attend her ; pouring from their urns, 
To mingle with her light, their golden beams. 
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Again the hills ariſe, the mountains: ſoar, -- 

The cities lofty ſpires, and gilded domes 

Shoot up their heads aloft; while in the wave 
Millions of ſtars now trembling dip their beams, 
And ocean ſeems but a reflected ky, | 
Thick ſown with peatly drops—a proſpect fair 
Now opening, wider than the eye can glance, 
Various, as fancy's roving pow'r can feign. 


The landſcape, pencil'd by ſome. curious hand, 
Where nature ſeems by mimic art out-done ; 
The veiny marble ſoften'd into fh. 
And almoſt warm. with life, invite the eye 
To gaze, and wonder --- ſhall the weak eſſays 
Of puny art look graceful, and ſurprize; 
And yet no raptures touch the ſoul, when view'd 
Thoſe wonders heay'n diſplays, the ſtructures rais'd 
By kill omnipotent, and art divige? 
The pyramid's proud top, tho' tow'ring high, 
And loſt among the clouds, the work, tho” rear'd 
By twice ten, thouſand hands, ſhall. this be deem'd 
Rival to thoſe magnificent diſplays 
Of heav'nly pow'r, which, with one breath can call 
Worlds into bein: g-—the laſt hour, but duſt! | 
Shall th lewd evning ens of gui and Joy, 
Tho! glit ring with a thouſand mirrors, 'vie - 
With theſe eternal lamps above, that glow 
Within heaven's golden concave, pour a light 
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O'er earth and ſeas, and worlds perhaps unknown! 
The proudeſt monuments of art, when view d 

With thoſe the arm divine has plan'd, and rais d, 
Dwindle to atoms — ſeen and then diſdair d! 


Nor does the · queen of night one face diſplay, | 
Or ſhine with conſtant light; her ſilver orb 
Still changing, beauteous ftill, however chang'd 
Her aſpect or her ſtages; now ſhe glows 
All luſtre, with full light her orbit fild; * 
Her beams diminiſh'd now, a creſcent binds 
Her radiant brow, which fading ſoon away, 
Her beauty dies; *till robb'%d of A her rays, 
She rolls a beamleſs orb along the ſky ! 
Nor chrough the heay'ns does this bright wand'rer chaſe 
One flared progreſs — with deſcriididly day 
Juſt when the parting fan withdriws his beam! 
Sometimes her journey is defer'd, not fren 
Before the midnight watches, when the ſteals 
Quite unobſerꝭꝰd upon the ſlerping eye; 
Now on the edges of the weftera wave 
She juſt appears; à tranſient viſit pays, | 
But ſcarce enlight*ns --- brighter trait, ſhe mounts 


Her filver throne; begins her nightly round; 
And blazing on her chariot, from the eaft 
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Prepares her flight nor ſtops her rapid wheel, 
Till the bright partner of her milder ſway 
Rikng in regal majeſty, difpl 

A fuller light, and quenches all her beams. 


* Awful and fair exemplar, who do'ſt hold 
A mirror out to man! thy full and wane 
Painting how clear, his fortune's ebb, and flow! 
Viciflitudes of giddy chance, by turns 
And mingle ey'ry pleaſure, with a tear. 
How oft have the faint ecchoes of renown' 
Been huſh'd in filence ? In oblivion's ſhade 
The brighteſt worth how oft, and faireſt fame 
By envy's canker, or the venom'd tongue, 
Been wither'd in an hour ? The royal head 
Now bleeding on a ſcaffold, which ſo late 
Was hail'd, ador'd, and circled with a crown. 
Have riches found a rock, whereon to build 
A ſtable manſion ? Does their owner boaſt, 
A por or wiſdom to enſure their ſlay ? 
Can pow'r detain, or wiſdom clip their wings ; 
Now melting, like a ball of ſnow, when thaw'd 
By ſummer's ſuns; now, with an eagle's ſpeed 
Taking their flight, to be retrjev'd no more | 
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Has not the ſmiling bridegroom's bower, when ſtrew d 
With roſes, and enrich'd with ſwcet perſumes, 
Prov'd the dark entrance often to a tomb? 

How happy, and how wretched in an hour ! 

The voice that lately ſpoke the raptur'd pair 

For life united, ah, how ſoon proclaims 
A long divorce, and ſeals the fates decree 
With melting forrow -— duff, to duſt return“ 


Nor when we ſorrow, do we weep * alone !--- 
Our friends that cheer Each gloomy hour of liſe, 
Share in our anguiſh, and partake our pains ; 
And feel themſelves, the pangs our boſoms moan, 
Health, the ſoſt balm of nature, that inſpires 

And renders ev'ry human blefling dear, 

By what precarious tenure do we hold? 

Heav'n's kindeſt gifts, how tranſient when acquir' 
Earn'd with what toil ; how fleeting when enjoy'd 
The partner of our boſom's bliſs, how ſoon, 

How oft is ſnatch'd by death, when in our arms! 
While youth's green vigour blooming on the cheek 
This hour grows pale, and turns the next to duſt. 


Survey yon feather'd langere, on each - bough 
Perching, or ſportive in the flow'ry vale ! 
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Their plumes how gay! how various nn 
You hail the fweet muficians, court their flay, 
Quite raptur d with their beauty and their trains: 
But fee, they ſtretch the wing,—you woot in vain! 
The leaſt intruding found, a ſudden glance, 

A filent whiſper drives em from the grove; * 
Startled they mount the ſkies, for ever gone; 

Their beanties pleaſe, their muſic charms no more 
Would wiſdom chuſe a happineſs, — . 
Date with their viſit, with theit flit ght expires 5 
By moments meaſur'd but, and not by years: 
As brittle 2s the ſpider's trembling fays, 
Shook by a breeze, Sheree OY 
Re man's ambition then, an aim more high 
Than ſublunary 'blifs, Mat cheats and Imiles, 
Wiſh'd for, poſſeſs'd, and vamih'd in an hour , 
While the deluded Hatt, che phantom fled, 
Sorrows and bleeds ofer its departed joy; | 
No gift, a prize, or bleſſing worth its care, 
Short of immortal; cheaper, than divine ; 
Ethereal, pure, ſublime, high-flavour'd bliſs. 


+ Tho' the fad ſolemn truth, each clime and age 
Have ratify'd, and feal'd it with a tear, - ... 
Bekold the turns of fate, the ſmiles and frowns 
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Of heav'n, how kind, and dreadful in an hour? 
See there Chaldea's Gge, what laviſh ftores g 
Of riches, fortune in his lap has pour'd! 

He treads on floors of cedar, while the rock 
Diſtils its oil, to cheer his ſmiling brow . 

View there his public ſtate, princes revere 

His awful dignity ; the aged hear, 

And liſten to his wiſdom, half in{pir'd ; 
Each eye beholds him, with a longing joy; 
Upon his head. each tongue a blefling pours, 

Nor leſs the parent, than the monarch bleſt! 

A crowd of ſons his board ſurround, 

A train of beauteous daughters claſp his knee, 
Thoſe to ſupport a father's tremb'ling age, 

Thoſe to inſpire and glad him with a ſmile ! 

To ſpeak him ſtill more awful, fee a train 

Of menial ſlaves await his high command, 
Catching his nod, or tremb/ling at his frown : 

At once his guard and glory wman bliſs 

Was never more compleat, nor human woe 

More ſudden or more ſad the light'ning's flame 
That pierc'd his flocks, and emptied all their folds, 
Was ſcarce ib ſwift and dreadful, as the blow / 
That wither'd all his blooming hopes, and lay'd 
The mournful ſufferer, weeping in the duſt . 

Can envy want a teary a ſigh refrain, 

Not pity, nor be partner in his woes 


Turning 
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Turning her penfive eye around, to view 

The wretched parent, (parent now no more) 

Robb'd of the pledges of his love, in clay 
wrap'd, and ſhrowded in a filent tomb? 

His covering is the ſky; a dunghill choſe 

His pillow, where he breathes his nightly moan, 

Nor yet arraigns the ſky —- his ermine chang d 

To filthy rags his golden ftores to duſt ; 

The venerable fire, who taught the wiſe 

More wiſdom, from whoſe lip inſtruction flow'd, 

Which guided youth, refin'd the thoughts of age, 

Now cenſure wounds, or folly's tongue derides. 

Heaven's darling late, high ſeated on his throne, 

Oblig'd to take his lodging in a cell, 

By dragons tenanted; his dark abode 

The ſchreech-owPs ragged cliff, or haunted ſhade ! 


But why conſult we records fo * remote 
Of diſtant ages; which long fince have roll'd_ 
Of this afflicting truth; in every clime 
Each period that is fled, the giddy wheel 
Of fortune ftill maintains its whirling round; 
Her favourites, who to-day enjoy her ſmile 
Elate in glory, like the full-orb'd moon ; 
To-morrow, from beneath a cottage roof, 


A Priſon's cover, or a dungeor”s gloom 
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Whelm'd in the depths of miſery, may feel 

Their joys and raptures ending in a groan} + 
Man's bliſs and woe, his ſunſhine and his ſhade, 

His ſighs and mingling in an hour, 

How like the moon's ſor ever-varying ſphere, _ . 
Now bright, now brighter fill; ell b. till by degrees 

Her lefſ*ning luſtre fades, is ſeen no more; 

1 een Ln nM 9 
A globe of light, 2 ball of darkeſt made. pair 


1 vr er nh quent Ke ban? 
Serip'd r eben 
Her viſage dip d in blood? the folar rays” a 
That fill with Boptow'd light her ſhining ſphere, -. 
The interpoſing earth now hides, and throws 8 
She ſickens now, her languid light decays = 
By low gradations 3 aint and fainter get, Ar 
Till like the virgig's check; widkicknes path, 
t withers all her henry vcith a cloud, - 
eee quit dere her gh explores. | 
lap, whenxlark/ned, who difdiin't to 
it the fair lucid flar, ., 
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When thron'd in fate, ſhe drove along the ſæy 
Her ſiſter chariot, and where'er it rolf d 

Pour d Oer the realms of night, a fainter day? 
Her beams eclipe d, how many prefi to view ? 
Her luftre, "when moſt bright, how few admire ? 


Th te abba dic of cr forms, 
When heaven propitious beams its ſofteſt ſmile, 
Fortune's indulgent favours paſs the eye 
Unheeded, unobſerv d; but if our fate 
Is dark ned with a cloud, - whoſe gloom obſcures 
Our former glories, . 
Who heedleſfs of our bliſs, when fully bloom'd, 
2 


* DiftinAtion thes that . 
The ſcepter d king, in exmine ruh, and gold; 
And gartet'd ndbles, not unlike-the moon, 

Have every blemiſh marked, when vide vbſcures, 
Or the leaſh (pdt, their fame or virtue duns; 
Each eye; a criticit here 3 how len te view, 
Haw curious do obſerve, minuteſt flaws! 


1 95. 


G . 


Wan 


Book III. NIGHT. 


With leſs reproach the vulgar may offend, | 
Their guilt diminiſh'd, as their ſtation mean. 
Forgetful of the ſummit it has gain'd, 
How ſhameful is tho fall, with virtue loſt, 
To earn, of being great, the wretched fame ? 
Here malice with her eagle eye ſurveys 
Each ſtain that blots their honour ; cenſures blaſt 
From her ſhrill trumphet pour d, cach flaw unveils: 
And ſwells the ſmalleſt ſpark into a blaze | 
A comet may deſcend beneath the fey, 

For months and years withdraw its vaniſh'd heams, | 
And (catce an eye perecive its luſtre veil'd ; 

But if a ſhade, tho! tranſient, hides the moan, 
What crowds are ſeen, her dark ned orb to gaze; 
Which ſeldom view'd her, when with light array'd, 


Far + differetit was the ſcene, when 
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A fair and watery mirror to the ſkies ; 

The firmament's unmeaſur d heights above 

Shew'd its bright concave; thick beſet with ſtars 4 

The full-orb'd moon, the faireſt of the train, 


In the clear wave below. now ed to view 


Herſelf delighted, while the azure main, 
Reflefts her ſilver image to the fry ; 

Her ſackcloth now remov'd, ſhe ſeems to glow 
Beholds ten thouſand eyes, that joy to view, 
Her radiant orb, juſt reſcn'd ftom its ſhade. 


+ Nor does her beam, the darkne( only cheer ; 
More wide her ſovereign empire, ſhe extends 
Her awful fway oer all oy body ach 
Or finks the ocean ; mounting now the tides 
Above their banks; now ordered to ſulfide 
Bids them return again within their ſhores, - 
22 and flow, 


Shall then the vaſt abyG hs 
And man not feel the influence of the fries } 
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Her ocb have power to raiſe or fink the warc3, 
Depreſs, or lift an ocean: nor the joy 

That bloom from yonder heaven have force to more, 
Or melt the raviſh'd foul; her hopes to taiſc 

And turn each arileht wiſh the boſom breathes 

Into (quition; felt, before enjoy di 

Tho? beautiful the lunar lamp, yet far 

Above her argent empire, pleaſures glow, 

Which fancy, mounted on her boldeſt wing 

Strives to conceive, and hopes to paint in vain. 
Earth's moſt refulgent glories loſe their charms 
When heaven inſpires the heart ; the regal throne 
And diadem of kings but faintly ſhine 

When darkew'd by the luſtre of the ſkies. 

Von arch of ſapbire, ſpangled o'er with 

What then its proud apartments, what the light, 

Its radiant palaces muſt pour around ; 

How bright with glories ; how enrich'd with joy ! 


Je manſions of repoſe, ye beauteous ſphercs, 
Spread thro? the azure of the kindling ſky; 
Oh dart your winning influence to my ſoul ; 
Soften each paſſian, damp each low deſire 
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Which faxes her to earth; oh, warm each thought 
With ardent wiſhes, panting for thoſe joys, 

In one eternal circle, when the ſea 
Shall ceaſe to roll, when yon fair lunar light, 
Her ſplendors loſt, ſhall cheer the night no more, 


1 


